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PREFACE. 
HIS Tranſlation has been compleated above two 
| months; but, as the benefits had commenced at 

the winter theatres, the Tranſlator thought it too late to 
ſecure it's repreſentation chere. It was therefore offered 
to Mr. Colin bs received it with his uſual atten- 
tion and politeneſs; but was compelled to decline per- 
forming it, on hearing that it was already advertiſed for 
repreſentation at Covent- Garden theatre. | 


Under theſe circumſtances, the tranſlator ventures to 
giveit to the public: 'aware, indeed, that the joſtling race 
our dramatic tranſlators run in importing ſucceſsful 
pieces from Paris, has urged him to a haſty tranſlation; 
and not unconſcious that a piece,” the chief merit of 
which conſiſts in pantomimical ſituations, (though per- 
haps moſt ſtrictly adapted to repreſeritition in the pre- 
{ent theatrical æra) is not wholly calculated for the clo- 
ſer of criticiſm. If, however, this tranſlation ſhould 
afford an evening's amuſement to any of thoſe perſons 
whoſe elevated fitnations are adorned by their patron- 
age of the ſciences, and who have lately extended that 
patronage to a ſcience the moſt elegant and moral— 
theatrical repreſentations; or, ſhould it beſtow any hint 
towards improving the entertainment which the Mana- 
ger of Covent-Garden propoſes to give to the Publicy .- 
the views of the Tranſlator will be fully anſwered, + 
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MIDNI GHT HOUR; 


* WAR or WITS. 


N 
SCENE. A Street in Liverposl. 
Enter Colonel Ambuſh, and Sir Charles Daſhwood, 


Cel. Ambuſh. CIR Charles, I lov'd your uncle; he was my 
* 8 old friend; for thirty years did we live in the 
ſtricteſt intimacy. If you make as good an uſe of the eſtate 
| you are come to take poſſeſſion of as he did, you will obtain 
the love of all honeſt men — let that be your reward. As to my 
niece—you mult excuſe me | 3 

Sir Charles. Have pity on me, colonel; I love her to diſ- 
traction. 1 N 

Col. Ambuſh. She muſt be a plaguy good ſhot, then; for 
you have ſeen her but twice, and that in publick. cog 

Sir Charles. A look has decided the fate of my future life, 
Col. Ambuſh. You are compos'd of combuſtible matter, 
But, briefly, Sir, my word is engaged to Captain Hooker: he 
is the ſon of a man who yielded not in worth to, your uncle 
— Had I ſeen you before my honour was pledged, per- 
haps— | 125 | 

Sir Charles. When does this Captain Hooker arrive? 

Col. Ambuſh. I have a letter from him, informing me that 
the Rupee Indiaman, which he commands, is in the Roads, and 
that he propoſes dining 1 to-day. | 1 | 

| | | ir 
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Sir Charles. I wiſh he was at Calcutta, with all my foul! 


Neceſſity alone could have competed me to this abrupt decla- 
ration. If Þ heſitate, I loſe your niece. 


Col. Ambuſh. I am pain'd, Sir Charles, at what I've heard; 

ou may believe that, under different circumſtances, ] ſhould 
— preferred you to any man: but bay # word is ſacred, If, 
indeed, my niece loved you—— have, as I told you, determined 
never to thwart her inclinations. My friendihip ſhall never 
render me unjuſt, 

Sir Charles. She cannot remain inſenſible to the purity, 
the ardour, of my paſſion. At leaſt, colonel, retard this fatal 
match; give me time to convince her of the ſincerity of my 
affection, and leave me, at leaſt, the hope of making her one 


day a partaker of it. 


Col. Ambuſh. My niece does not dur you. 

Sir Charles. We ſhall ſoon be acquainted. 

Col. Ambuſh. Not if I can help it, I promiſe you. 

Sir Charles. You know my circumſtances, Sir—Give me 


the lovely Lucinda alone. I aſk no portion with her. 


Col. Ambuſh. You diſtreſs me, Sir Charles, in compelling 
me to inform you, that I muſt poſtpone the happinels of ſeeing 
you at that houſe till after the marriage of my niece, 

Sir Charles, This is cruel, colonel, 

Col. Ambuſh. After the ceremony, Sir, your viſits il 


685 equal honour and pleaſure. 


Sir Charles. After the ceremony — drive me to de- 


| * Colonel, you do not ſuſpect what I am capable of un- 


rtaking. 


Cal. Ambuſh. Why, what will yo u do? 
Sir Charles. What will I do! — that's more than I can 


anſwer: but there's nothing I would not Attempt to break off 


this curſed match; 
Col. Ambuſh. Ha! ba! ha! 
Sir Charles. _ You do not know me. 


Col. Ambuſh, What, circumvent an old ſoldier ! 
Sir Charles. Do not defy me. 
Col. Ambuſh, ._I'll meet you in the field, Sir Charles—nay, 


I am ſo eaſy as to what you can do, that I promiſe you my 
| niece, if you deceive me. 


Sir Charles, Really ! 


8 5 Ambuſb. Upon my honour |* 


Sir Charles. Bravo, colonel —1 declare open war. a1 


lify 


aft 
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Col. Ambuſh. With all my heart ; but attend to the articles. 
The captain ſhall marry her to-morrow, therefore your opera- 
tions muſt be brief—you have only till midnight, - 

- Sir Charles, Till midnight only! The time is ſhort to be 
fure, but a coup-de-main ſhould not' get cold. * 
Col. Anibuſh. Sir Charles, do not diſgrace me by common 
*manceuvre3. 80 8 
Sir Charles. T'll do you more honour, I promiſe you. 
Col. Ambuſh. Employ every thing—but violence, - 
Sir Charles. You cannot ſuſpe& me of that. | 
Col. Ambuſh. Recollect, Sir Charles—I'm uſed to ftrata- 
gems—a veteran. 
Sir Charles. (With gatety) Well then, colonel, your niece 
is mine, if I find means to inform her of my ſentiments, and 
induce her to approve them. f | 
Col. Ambuſh. No, no, I do not ſay that. 
Sir Charles. What then? | 

Col. Ambuſh. Why, Sir, you muſt undertake what, in my 
ſimple apprehenſion, will be a little difficult—no leſs than ts 
take Lucinda off from that very houſe, with her own will, 
and againſt the knowledge of her fool of an uncle. 

Sir Charles, A mere nothing. | 

Col. Ambuſh. Egad! this fellow's impudence alarms: me. 
1 muſt ſtep into the houſe to ſee whether Lucinda is there yet 
Plague on it! he has a very formidable air. (Aſide.) Re- 
member, no force. (To Sir Charles.) | 

Sir Charles, Good bye to you, uncle. 3 

Col Ambuſh. Uncle | —hem -I am afraid you've miſtaken 
the door through which you ſhould enter my family.—Sir 
Charles Daſhwood, your — | 


[Exit Col. Ambuſh into his awn houle, 


Sir Charles, ſolus. 7 | 


What a buſineſs have I undertaken! I ſhall look confound- 
edly fooliſh to be beaten at laſt. I muſt have recourſe to the pro- 
line genius of Mr. Bronze, and to the univerſal power of—gold. 


Enter Bronze. 


Bronze. Have you ſeen the colonel, Sir? 
Sir Charles. He has juſt left me. 1 ä 
Bronze. And I my Lettice, Sir. I am mad with joy, Sir, 
after three years abſence, to find my Lettice ſound-hearted, 
| B 2 Sir Charles, 
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Sir Charles, I have aſked him for his niece. / 
Bronze. I have made intereſt in your favour with his 
niece's maid, _ > 4 we | 
Sir Charles. He has refuſed me.. 
Bronze. And my poor little Lettice deſpairs of being ſer- 
viceable to you. JOY, | 
Sir Charles, Confuſion |! 
Bronze. We have made fome pleaſant diſcoveries, it ſeems, 
Sir Charles. I was piqued at his refuſal, and almoſt told 
him that I would carry his niece off. , , 
Bronze. A pretty opening | 
Sir Charles. He has promiſed her to me, if I ſucceed— 
But ſeems thoroughly to depend on his foreſight. 
Bronze. And you on my genius. : 
Sir Charles. Exactly. | 
Bronze. It was bad policy, Sir, to tell him your intentions, 
Sir Charles I was not myſelf at the moment. 
Bronze. There is ſo much trouble in cheating, even the 
unſuſpicious. But, to ſurprize a man on his guard—— 
Sir Charles. And an old ſoldier too | | 
Bronze. Who has. played tricks in his time, I warrant him, 
Sir Charles. I ſaid it to frighten him—he did nothing but 
laugh at me. 1 
ronze. (With anger.) Laugh at you ! Very pretty! We 
muſt contrive, that he may not laugh laſt. Lettice is ours. 
Sir Charles. But your Lettice is not the only ſervant in 
the houſe ? | 
Bronze. No, unfortunately. The colonel's family conſiſts 
of five perſons—Firſt, an old invalid, more the friend than ſer- 
vant of his maſter; not to be bought—A porter, as deaf as a 
beetle; a mere nonentity My Lettice, at your ſervice—The 
colonel's valet, a conceited puppy, we ſhall never attach to us 
And an ancient houſekeeper, who is worthy, as Lettice tells 
me, to be a Spaniſh duenna. She has juſt ſeen Lettice and 
me togetherl That alone is enough to ſhut the doors againſt 
us for ever. | | 
Str Charles. We muſt have her, at all events. 
Bronze. Or get rid of her—at all events. 
* Charles. We had better gain her— I'll fay ſoft things 
to her. | 
Bronze. She is old. (Shaking his bead.) 
(CLir Charles chinks his purſe. ) 
ot MES Boas Branze. 
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Bronze. She is ours, Sir. — Sir Sir —here is your ob- 


jet—the very fair-· one I deſeribed Courage, Sir, I leave you 


to the ſeduction of a chicken of ſixty-· four a pleaſant taſk !\— 
while I recruit my powers of invention over a 8 of Lan- 
caſhire ale. ” 4 A ©. [ Exit Bronze. 


Sir Charles, ſolus. 
Theſe old girls are confoundedly muliſh l This good lady 


has not the mildeſt countenance I ever ſaw. 


Enter Martha. tor croſſes the tage to enter the coloml's 
bouſe, and ſearches her pocket for the key.) 


Sir Charles. My dear! 
Martha. Sir | | 
Sir Charles. Are not you a ſervant to Colonel Ambuſh? _. 
Martha. Servant, Sir? I am his houſekeeper. (Bridling.) 
Sir Charles. You are very pretty, miy dear. 
Martha. I have been, Sir. | | 
Sir Charles. Have been! You ate the prettieſt woman in 
Liverpool now | N | | 
Martha, Thank you for your compliment, Sir; bu. 
(Returns to the door.) » 1 | 8 
Sir Charles. One word with you, my love; one word. I 
have ſomething - ſomething very particular to ſay to you. 
Martha. (Returning. Afide.) Ad's my lite! this is cer- 
tainly the maſter of that jackanapes who was talking with Let- 
tice, No good's in the wind I'll give it him, I warrant me 
—Well, Sir? 87 * | 
Sir Charles. You look out of temper, my love. 
Martha. *Tis my humour, Sir. | 
Sir Charles. This air, now, does not become a face natu- 
3 ſweet, ſo mild, as your's, | | 
artha. Your coaxing deceitful ways won't work upon 
me, dir. I am old and ugly now; and, what's more, I know it, 
Sir Charles. No, upon my ſoul ! ; 
Martha. You are a lover! I know you by your wheedling - 
ar: but hope nothing from me. 
Sir Charles. Yet I might hope, if you, my lovely creature, 
would ſecond me. | 
Martha. What do you take me for, Sir? | 
Sir Charles. For a girl of a compaſſionate heart. Fiſty 
guneas in this purſe—litten how ſweet they ſound ! 
Martha. Oh! oh! we are come to the point at. laſt} 
Sir 
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Str Charle. You accept them, then? 
Martha. No, Sir! I want nothing and what 14 not - 
* 


want ſhall never tempt me to a baſe action. | 

Sir Charles. The devil! There is but one old woman in 

the world proof againſt gold and YI and my curſed ftars 

muſt reſerve her for me! + V 


Colonel Ambuſh 3 at ' his door. 


75 Ambuſh. Martha with our youn Hotſpur ! I muſt liſten, 
Martha. ( Ironically.) I pity you Fom my foul! You are 
Goply in love with my young lady, then; 

r Charles. ( Percerving the pu ) The colonel ! I ſhall 
alter my mode of attack, chen ( Aid.) I did not, I muſt 
confeſs, expect the reception I have met with from you. 

Martha. And yet, Sir, it was very natural. 

Str Charles. Your manner of thinking delights me, 

Martha. Really? 

Sir Charles. I am happy you have thrown off all diſguiſe 
with me, and ſhewn yourlelf as you really are. 

Col. Ambuſh. (Afide.) O] ho! is it fo? 

Sir Charles. They told me very opp things of you, 
Martha. There are ſuch evil ton 

Sir Charles. (With warmth.) <7 oa always the ſame, 

Martha. H hope, Sir, I ſhall never change. 

Sir Charles. The colonel, I am ſure, does not believe this 


of 
— I don't know why he ſhould expect otherwiſe. 
Col. Ambuſh. (Afide.) The Jezebel! 

Sir Charles. All you wiſh is the welfare of his niece, which 
is a ſure mark of your attachment to him. Give me leave to 
offer you this pres as a reward for your honeſty. - 

Martha. Sir! a 

Sir Charles. Take it, take it. I venerate your way of 

thinking, and *tis but right I ſhould acknowledge it but! 

confeſs I was taught to expect your conduct would be very 
different to what it is. 

. Martha. What grounds had I given for ſuch conjeQures? 
Sir Charles. Whatever they were, they were undeſerved : 
for, by Heavens] you area lovely creature. 

Martha. You're a madman, I am ſure. | 
Sir Charles. You have made me ae 2000 Es Embraces 

her with ardour.) © 

Martha. What are you doing Have done, Sir; have 


be 
8 * Sir 
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Sir Charles. If you knew how happy I am to have met you 
am ſure of ſucceſs.—Ah, colonel ! colonel! where are you 
now? 3 8 a 

Col. Ambuſh. ( Advancing.) Here am I! 2 

Sir Charles. (With apparent confuſion.) Good Heavens! 
we are ruined !—My dear creature, he has heard all! | 

Col. Ambuſh. Yes, he has heard all. | 

Martha. Very well; fo much the better. 

Col. Ambuſh. w! fo much the better! | 

Sir Charles, I am diſtracted! We did not think you fo nigh. 
Mrs.— I forget her name—is very much attached to you, I 
aſlure you. — Are you not, Madam? and is proof againſt all 
corruption. I offered he- bo 68 

Col. Ambuſh. Ves, I ſaw what you offered her, and with 
what meek forbearance ſhe underwent the proceſs. Sir Charles 


 Daſhwood—Confounded ! — + 


Martha. What a pother! ror e 

Col. Ambuſh. Why, how now, ce! but no matter; 
1 diſcharge you this moment, „ bs 1s | 

Martha. What, Sir! „af Yer airs 0 

Col. Ambuſh. You never ſet foot in that houſe again. But 
_ not mind that. Sir Charles, there, will give you an 
aſylum. | 8 * 

Uartha. Will you hear me, Sir? 8 

on "_ Not a 7 I have more wit than you think 
for. Call to-morrow, and Pl pay you your wages. 

Mat tha. You are . N 

Sir Charles. ( Coolly.) She ſays true. | 3 

Col. Ambuſh; At your age, too, to play the Tom-boy! Are 
you not aſhamed, Martha? Don't you bluſh ? But I ought to 
have expected it. That I--I—an old foldier, ſhould rely on 
your fidelity! But I lye, I never did rely on it. No, Madam; 
it is now thirty-five years that Þ have had this ſuſpicion lurking 
in my heart. Go, you old wretch, never let me ſee your deli- 
cate features again. I don't think there's another man in the 
world will bribe you in the ſame manner; ſo make the moſt 
of it, you old harridan! .. . : | 

Martha. (Enraged.) And you will take things wrong! 
Very well—very well. I am happy, Sir, to tell you, that Miſs 
Lucinda does not care a farthing for the captain, and that we 


ſhall find means to acquaint her with this gentleman's love; 
and that I ſhall find means to teach you, that a perſon like me 


— 
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is ee with, impunity: for, in loſing me; you loſe 


your go ood. Genius. 
Col. Ambuſh. My evil Genius rather; ; the IT and * 
teſtation of a ſober family. ö 
Martha. Vou are. eee 

Col. Ambuſb. | You are an audacious, ſcandalous, old how. 
ridan, that—that— abandon to her eyil courſes. | 

Sir. Charles. But, colopelew—— 

Col. Ambuſh. No parley, Sir Chagles—you are fairly beaten 
Alam & generops conqueror, however; and though you can- 
not poſſibly retreat with. all, the honours of war, you have my 


full permiſſign to 1775 off yo Je ur baggage. - [ Exit into his houſe. 
Sir LE, What a oul-mouth'd * this maſter of 


Martha. Ob. ob he ſhall ay 1 for i it; he ſhall pay for it, 


1 warrant him. Ves, Sir, Iam determined I'll ſerve you, even 

{ my own inclination, to be revenged on this old fool. 
Cy” get into the houſe at all events; and the ſooner the 
— The light of a pretty foung fellow has a better effect 
than a whole quire of love epiſtles; and a pretty young fellow 
vou are, that's the truth of it, - Harkye, a thought has juſt popt 
into this noddle of mine; but tis worth nothing, F dare ſay— 
An old woman is an uſcleſs animal ! 

Sir Charles. True But you are a girl; what d'ye talk of 
old ĩ Permit me ¶ Kiſſes ber. )—The kiſs of Hebe]! Do, my 
dea 9 girl, tell me your thought. 

artha. ave me alone to my revenge. Here, take the 
key of the door, which d Cunning, in his hurry, forgot to de- 


mand. Get inte the houſe ; ſhew yourſelf; make your plan 
known, The ice once broken; meet me immediately; I have 


another ſcheme in my head, which I'll ſet about this inſtant. 
If I do not make my old fool. of a maſter repent his ne of 


my rage, my name is not Wiaterhotne. 


Bronze enter's on ** toe. 


Bronze. Wen, 8 f 

Sir Charles. Sbe is ours, * therefore conduct her to 
my houſe. 

Bronze. Ours? anz ! A woman like this is a treaſure! 
Hel is ours! Let me embrace her! Let we carry her in tri- 
umph ! (Tate: her up in bit arms.) 1 How is the propitious 


"ſtandard 
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ſtandard under which we march! The ſmiling promiſe of vic- 

tory | 6 [Exit Bronze with Martha in his arms. 

Sir Charles, Now, Fortune, be propitious. ( Unlocts the 

calonel's door and enters.) © RED 0 
Enter Colonel Ambuſh and Servants. | 

Col. Ambuſh. Well, I am highly pleaſed to find you all fo 


determined; Oh! chat huſſey Martha, to deſert. me after 


twenty-five years ſervice! Well, my lads, keep honeſt, and I'll 
reward you. IL FRED» ns 


Enter Sir Charles Daſhwood, behind. 


Sir Charles. The devil! they are all there. IT muſt conceal 
myſelf ſome where. ( Enters the cloſet on the right of the audience.) 

Peacock. Why has not Sir Charles ſome ſharp fellow in his 
ſervice, whoſe ſchemes would be worth diſconcerting? it would 
then be trick for trick. My genius wou'd fire at the idea, and 
furniſh me with the means of taking him in his own ſnare. 
Culverin. Can a man guard a fortreſs, and not a woman? 

Mole. There is ſomething going forward. What a ter- 
rible thing it is to be deaf | ; 

Col. Ambuſh. But we are all here, and any body might ſlip 
into the houſe the while. 1 

Culverin. Egad! fo they might. We muſt ſend Mole to 
his tation. (Culverin makes ſign to Mole to go down flairs and 
lock the door.) | | | 

Aole. Oh! Shut the door]! (Culverin anſwers by ſigns, +. 
and puſhes him.) | . 

ole. I hear every thing with my eyes. [ Exit, very ſlowly. 

Col. Ambuſh. Culverin, you will ſtay below with Mole; 
you have good ears, and he has good legs; he'll run for you, 
and you'll hear for him. Poſt yourſelves at the door, and don't 
let a ſoul into the houſe, unleſs they fay, Munny Begums, 
which is the Watch-word for our friends. 

Culverin. Your. honour may make yourſelf eaſy. I have 
not forgotten what a counterſign is. And the devil himſelf 
ſhould Fand ſentry on the threſhold till midnight, unleſs he 
were polite-enough to ſay Munny Begums.* ¶ Exit Culverin. 

Col. Ambuſh. As for you, Peacock, I have long ſeen where 
you have caſt a ſheep's eye. Thwart but the projects of the ba- 
ronet ; I'll give Lettice a portion, and you ſhall be married the , 


lame day as my niece. 
4 2 


Peacoclł. 


F 
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Peacock. Huſſey! don't that tempt you to be vigilant? 

- Lettice, Coxcomb! {(Afide.) © | 
Col. Ambuſh. Do you, Peacock, go to the quay, find out 
the captain, and bring him-here. | 0 | 

Peacock. What fort of a man, Sir, is he as to his perſon? 
Col. Ambuſh. Faith, I have not ſeen him fince he was 
chriſtened, when I ſtood god- father to him. © EN 

Peacock. He is probably ſomewhat altered ſince that time. 
No matter; truſt to my penetration to find him out. 
„ 8 [Exit Peacocl. 
Col. Ambuſh. Here comes my niece. She's a prudent girl; 

„and I'm certain will be enraged when ſhe hears of Sir Charles's 
preſumption. _. | 25 
Enter Lucinda. 


Col. Ambuſh. Lucinda, come hither. You, no doubt, have 
à heart alive to inſult. 5.87 

Lettice. To be ſure ſhe has, or ſhe would not be a woman. 

Col. Ambuſh. Pray, what would you think of a giddy youn 
fpark, who would have the impudence to fall in love with you 

Lucinda. Oh! that's a crime that excludes all poſſibility of 
forgiveneſs. * 9 is | 

ol. Ambuſh. Who, on my refuſing him your hand, ſhould 

threaten to take you off by force. 3 | 
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never takes a woman off unleſs ſhe is thoroughly willing. 
Col. Ambuſh. I flatter myſelf you would not be willing. 
Lucinda. You muſt not make yourſelf too ſure ef that. 
Col. Ambuſh. This is ſtrange indeed! 
| Lucinda. Suppole he ſhould pofleſs the art of making me 
Ii willing. a 2 Pat, 
Col. Ambuſh. You are joking, ſurely ! 

Lucinda. Not I, indeed; I am perfectly ſerious. A man 
muſt be diſtractedly in love to undertake ſo mad a ſcheme; and 
| there is ſomething irreſiſtibly flattering in the idea of over- 

i turning that haughty reaſon, on which men found their boaſted 
1 ſuperioriey. 2 | | 
1 - Cel. Ambuſh. At all events I ſhall provide againſt accidents. 
| Lucinda. By ſubjecting me to conſtraint and contradiction, 
5 will defeat your own ends. Contradiction's the food of 
love, whoſe god, like his own bow-ſtring, acquires freſh force 
from reliftance. 


Col. 


Lutinda. Make yourielf perſectly eaſy, uncle. A man 


"THE MIDNIGHT HOUR. e 
C. Ambuſh. Ah! you ſhall ſee how [1 outwit his young 


madman- 
Lucinda. What, then, he is young ? Who is he? What i is 


he? Is he a man of faſhion ? Is he handſome—lſenſible—yell 


made? 

Col. Ambuſh. That's more tan you ſhall know. 
Lucinda. There you are wrong again. My imagination 
will give him a thouſand charms which he, perhaps, does oes not 
— I wiſh I could but ſee him. 

70% Ambuſh. Be aſſured, yo ou ſhall neither know him, nor 
ſee him, till you are Captain Hovoker's wife. 

Lucinda, Harkye, uncle; yeſterday I liked your captain 
very well for a huſband. You propoſed him like a —5 uncle; 

and I, like a dutiful niece, accepted him. To-day you force 

kim on me, and I rejet him. 

Col. Ambuſb. Your follies, Miſs, in general, amuſe me; 
but, at preſent, I can diſpenſe with them. As I know 
mind, I ſhall take the rounds of my garriſon, and ſee that %' 
poſts are ſecured. | [Brit Col. dna. 


Enter Sir Charles Diſtrwood- from the cloſet. 


Sir Charles. | (Afide.) Now all the powers of love aſſiſt me! 
Cel. Ambuſh returns. Sir Charles ſeeing him, 1 
The devil! return'd ! He bruſhes up to the colonel, gives 
iim the counterſign, and goes firgight up ta Lucinda.) . 
Sir Charles. Munny Begums—Madam!—I am your— 
your—ſtay-maker—underſtanding, Madam, that the wedding— 
that—that is, that you were in haſte. 


Col. Ambuſh. ( Afide.) His impudence confounds me! 
Where did he come from? | 
Sir Charles. That you are in baſte, 


Lucinda. Never leſs fo in my life, I aſſure you, Sir. 

Col. Ambuſh. Let the gentleman proceed. ZE 

dir Charles: What an elegant ſhape - one may ſpan it. 

Col. Ambuſh. Hold, hold, Mr. Stay-maker—you. make no 
ſay here, I promiſe you. 

Str Charts. My ftile of taking meaſure, Sir—T diſdain the 
vulgar mode!—Turn towards me, Madam—do lift your left 
arm up. (In a whiſper. ] Lovely creature! I have ſcarce time 
to tell you how —— 

| Col. Ambuſh. Hold, this is a little too much, Sir Charles!” 

Lucinda. Sir Charles! | 
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Sir Charles. ( Kiſſing ber hand.) Ves, tis he, lovely Lu- 
cinda, whd adores you. 
Col Ambuſh. (Separating them, ) My preſence don't i in- 
.commode you, I hope, Sir? 
[Sir Charles eſcapes from the colonel; returns to Lucinda, and 
 kifſes her hands; the colonel catches bim again, os con- 
ducts him briſtly to the daor.] | 


Col. Ambuſh, Lucinda, and. Ants 
Col. Ambuſh. Very pretty, indeed! You would have let him 


o on | 
* Lucinda. (Laughing.) Uncle, the man's not amis! 
Col. Ambuſh. 809 oſe I confin'd him in my own houſe! 
Green Culverin! ( 2 goes to the bottom of the age. 3 
Lucinda. But ſtop a moment, uncle. 
Cl. Ambuſþ. Leave me e here, EW 
Lock the door. 


E. Da M ole, very 1 as 7 


| Mole. Culverin ſays you called. | 
Cel. Ambuſh. They have ſuffered him ta paſs n now. 0 Baul. 
ing in his ear) What do you fay? | | 

Mole. What do you want? ; 
Col. Ambuſb. The devil take the ſcoundrel! 0 Puſhing him 
round.) Get you gone. 

Mole. They are all mad. [Exit Mili. 
Col. Anbuſb. It's that raſcal Peacock who has betrayed me; 
but 2 make him ſuffer for. i it. | K 


Enter peacock, running. 


Peacock. I've run like a lamp-lighter, . 

Col. Ambuſh. Oh! oh! you are here, are you, Sir—I'Il teach 
you to betray your maſter, firrah! (Cant Jo: m.) 

Peacock. What the devil does. this:Mean—lif this is the 
reward of fidelity and loyalty, who would. not turn rogue? 
Cal. . Amiuſh. - I know it all, Baſes). by 

” Peacock What do you know? 
il. Aml uſb. He is but juſt gone. 

""Pracock., It was him, then: I ought to have ſuſpected it. 
Col, Ambuſh. . Ah! ab! I've brought you to your recollec- 
tion, have I You ſaw him, TY dic you? in | 
| Pact, 
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© Peacock. Yes, and felt him too, with-a vengeance. He was 


going out as I came in, and gave me a blow—ſuch a blow —ah! 


2 man muſt have received it to know it's quality! 


Lettice. To treat you ill after all you have done for him 
Oh | that was iafufferable ! * | 2 4 
Peacack. What is it you all mean? This is enough to make 
a man run mad. One beats him in the ſtreet, the other in the 
houſe; where then muſt I go to be in ſafety? _ y 
Col. Ambuſh. Down to your poſt, and take care that no ong 
enters on any account Whatever. * 
Peacock. What, not even Captain Hooker? - 
Col. Ambuſh. 'Zounds! Ves, to be ſure. What, have you 
ſeen him, then? * | 


\- Peacock. Ves, and knew him directly by his dreſs and figure; 


d have come with me, but he ſtaid for two cheſts of va- 
— from India, which he had order'd to be landed as 
a preſent for you. He'll be here preſently. 2 

Col. Ambuſh. Go to the door, and don't ſtir from it till he 
comes; but no miſtake! don't let ſomebody elſe in for the cap- 
tai 1 5 ; — 5 3, 

Peacock. I defy them to deceive Peacock. E xit Peacock 


Col. Ambuſh, Lucinda, and Lettice. £ 5 of 5 

Lucinda. (At work.) You muſt own; uncle, that the ba- 
ronet is not calculated to create diſguſt, # | 

Col. Ambuſh. From whence you conclude, no doubt, that 


you are in love with him. 


Lucinda. Not ſo neither, uncle tho' I confeſs, his ardour 


flatters my vanity ; and, huſband for huſband, I ſhould like him 
better than your captain. 


Col. Ambuſh, You ſhall marry the captain notwithſtanding, 
Lucinda, Yes, if Sir Charles fails in his deſi * 


7 
1 7 
w a 


: gns. 
Col. Ambuſh. He will fail. -v 


Lucinda. But if he ſucceeds ? .. : 


© Col. Ambuſh. In that caſe, I ſhall have done all that depend. 
ed K me, and the captain will have nothing to reproach me 
WI L c 4 * 8 | 
Lucinda, Ah! you give one ſpirits. (Gaily.) © © 
Col: Ambuſb. — + n & * 
— Uncle, let us make a little treaty between our- 
ves. | | | 10 
Cal. Ambuſh. A treaty, child! What treaty would you make 
a commercial, or a political one? a * 


Lucinda. 
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\ Lucinda, Oh! neither, neither. Such treaties. are too 0 


ſubject to doubts and delays; mine muſt have it's full effect 
in four and twenty hours, It is ſimply a convention, that, 
which ever way matters turn, we pledge our words mutually, 
fo preſerve our good-humour, and fulfil the. articles without 


l. Ambuſh, With all my heart pou'Y mares the captain 1 
without a murmur, if I diſconcert the projects of Sir Charles. ry 


| Lucinda. Ves, uncle; and you will conſent to my marriage F 
„ with Sir Charles without heſitation, if he ſucceeds in his deſigns, par 


Col. Ambuſh, Ves, yes, niece, that I will, if he finds the ll b 
means of conveying you to his own houſe before midnight Wl © 
without having recourſe to violence. ee 2H 7 5 

Tucinda. Recollect that it is but over the way, uncle.— i | 
War is declared, then, and let it be carried on with generoſity i ,, 


on both ſides. | 
Ol., Ambuſh.- You muſt obſerve a ſtrict neutrality, though. 
. ogg "oy | fatisf 
_ Lucinda, - An armed; neutrality, perhaps, uncle—ready to 
favour the. ſtrongeſt {ide ; and which that is, my heart full well 
explains. You ſee I ao frank. Pe Oe n _ 
Col. Ambufb. No matter. You may ſpare yourſelf an uſe. 
Es trouble, my dear — ; 2 believe ped Nx . difficult matter beg 
F kurt A 
Lucinda. Love is inventive. _ . 
s Cob: Anibaſb. I'm on my guard. - A 
Lacinda. So much the better; without that there wou'd be 
39 metitin-deceiving you——And ſince Pye your free permiſ- 
208, can deceive you witbout ſcruple. * by 
Cal Ainbufo. And ſince I've your conſent, I can lock you 
WS i up without your having the right to complain, 
Lucinda. Complain?—Not 1 truly—lI. am then going to 
play the part of a Spaniſh wife in a comedy. Come, uncle, put 
on a countenance ſuitable to your part the reſtleſs look of 
jealouſy and ſuſpicion. PO ono a lg, | 
5 Col. Ambuſb. Don't trouble your head about my part; I 
take care of that, I'warrant you. 8 . 6 
Enter Peacock, with Bronze, in a ſea wniform. ' 
Peacock. | Here's the: captain Sir! (+ 
Cel. Ambnſs. A reinforcement to my lines! 
_ Peacock, I was; detetmined to introduce him myſelf, ſeſt 
ſomebody ſhou d whip him off on the ſtair; caſe and preſent 


| anothe 7.1 his place. 1&1 ih 
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Intention of living with him ? 
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al Ambuſh. Very well leave uus. 
TINY FS 4 | (Exit Peacock. 

[Hur porters come in with two large cheſts, one of whi 


they place in the middle of the flage, and the other on the 


left of the audience. a 

Col. Ambuſh. How happy, captain, I am to ſee you! 

Bronze. Your ſervant, colin. To the ray? What 
did you bring thoſe trunks here for? (To the colonel.) I beg your 
pardon—they are two cheſts of our Indian baubles; I ordered 
them to be left below. (To the porters.) There, goabout your 
buſineſs, friends, you are paid. [ Exeunt porters. 

Lettice. Lord | Lord! I muſt fee theſe fine preſents,” - 
” Bronze. ( Afide) Oh! the devil Aloud.) Moſt certain- 
lv, There, begin with that. (Pointing to that on the left of 
the audience.) | 8 


Col. Ambuſh, No, no, we've ſomething elſe to do than to 


ſatisfy her impertinent curioſity. W 
Lattice. Give me the keys. ( Bronze gives her the keys, and 


ſqueezes her hand.) 


Lettice. ¶ Recollecting him.) Ah! ah!--By which ſhall 
| begin? | a 
Bronze. (Pointing to that on the left.) By that they are 
Ms may open it without fd Theres 'nothing that 
will break. ( Lettice opens the trunk, returns the key to Bronze, 
and then kneels down to it, and pretends to examine the contents, 
but liflens to the converſation.) | | | | 
Col. Ambuſh. Come, captain, give my niece your hand, 
and ſhe'll conduct you to the dining- room. eo 
Bronze. I hope we ſhall be better acquainted, young lady. 
A woman has a thoufand advantages in marrying a ſailor: he 
is ſo ſeldom with his wife, that he has never time to con- 
tradict her; and then if, by chance, he ſhould not be agree- 
able to her, the dangers and inconſtancy of the waves give her 
juſt room to expect the pleaſures of a ſpeedy widowhood. . 
Lucinda. But if I ſhould take a huſband with the ridiculous 
Bronze. Very well! In that caſe, I am you man. You 
mall accompany me in all my vo you partake of.all 
” dangers and all my pleaſures; we'll viſit together the coaſts 
Malabar and Coromandel—Not a Nabob, nor'a Be in 
all Aſia, but what you ſhall be introduced to-=You ſhall drink 
liquid pearl like the the gypſy of yore, and ſwallow — 
| e 
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like oyſters. Our ſhip ſhall be the veſſel of 1 Eternal 


happineſs ſhall crown our days; and if an unfortunate wave 
ſhould happen to ſwallow us up, we will at leaſt have the fatiſ- 
faction of being drowned together. 

Cl. Ambuſb. Come, croud your fail, pi will juſt 


arrange a few papers, which will be necellary to us, and be 


with you before dinner is ſerv'd. 
7 5 xeunt Bronze and Lucinda one way, and the Colonel the other, 


Lttice, and Sir Charles Daſhwood i in the cheſt. 


bu Charlcs. Lettice, Lettice, open the trunk. 

Lettice. Who calls? 

Sir Charles. II I'm ſuffocated. 

Tertice. (Burſting into a laugh.) Ab! I am up to it 
What an excellent trick Let me ſee whether all's ſafe. (Sh 
books an all ſides. Not a foul to be ſeen. (She opens the trunl.) 

Sir Charles. (Getting out of the trunk. 55 Ah! let me 
dreathe a little Conceal me ſomewhere, for I cannot poſſib / 
ſtay there any longer. 

Lettice. Sener ou?—] don't know where to put you 
in ſafety ; they are ſo ſuſpicious, that not a hole eſcapes un- 
ſearched. —W hat, 1800 you gained ene 

Sir Charles. No 

LTettice. The captain himſelf chen! 

Sir Charles. No- nor him neither. 

Lettice. Whom then? 

Sir Charles. Old Martha has contrived the whole; ſhe has 


been on. board the n 8 vel. and keeps him there under a 


falſe 'pretence. 
Lettice. I hear ſome one coming up ſtairs. Run into that 
cloſet, and hide yourſelf under the toilette. (Sir Charles gee 


into the cloſet, an the left of the audience.) 


Enter Peacock. 


el. Lettice, Lettice, great. news! 

Lettice. What is it? 
Peacock. Speak low—he is there. Painting to the cheft.) 

Lettice. Who's there? 

Peacock: One of the porters, who's an old acquaintance of 
mine, has told me every thing Bronze perſonates the cap- 
tain and Sir Charles is in the cheſt. ©: I am going to ſend it 


back to his houſe, by Mole, whom I have told to come "_ 
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that purpoſe; and then, when Culverin, whom-my maſter has 
ſent out, returns, we'll pay. Mr. Bronze the drubbing I re- 
ceived, with intereſt. WES 
Lettice. Ppoh |” they have been laughing at you—l have 
juſt opened that cheſt,” before my maſter. It was full of - 
chintzes, which I've locked up in my miſtreſs's room. * 
Peacock. (Going to the cheſt) That's impoſſible l 
Lettice. Look, then, it's empty. {Opening it.) 0 
Peacock. (Aſtoniſbed) You was in the ſecret, | 
Lettice. Blockhead Ido you forget the huſband I'm pro- 
miſed? Beſides, how cou'd you think this cheſt would hold a 
man? | | 
Peacock. Why, *twould hold two. 
Lettice, Not half a one. - 
Peacock, (Getting into the cheſt) Ahl Mule —lock, 
In't I quite at my eaſe? 
Lettice. Yes, to be ſure, and you could ſtay there, hey !— 
Where's your head to go? 
Peacock. My head? — There Look now. 
Lettice. Are you at your eaſe now? (She ſhuts down the lid.) 
There, ſtay, then—now I have you—'tis but tit for tat. 
Aſde.) How unlucky that I returned the key to Bronze— 
but no matter—the haſp will ſecure him ] 
Peacock. (Calling out.) Don't be fooliſh—open it—do— 
open it—open the trunk ! | | 
Enter Mole, 
Mole. Hey, Lettice ! which is the trunk, hey? (Lettice 
fonts to the trunk, and nod) 
Peacock. Mole—Mole—Colonel ! 


# 
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Lettice. Bawl as loud as you like — the deuce a bit will 
ny body hear you. [ Exit Mole, dragging the cheſt, which Let- 
tice puſhes. 

Lettice. 


(Calle to Sir Charles in the _ Vir Charles — 
you heard what Peacock ſaid? All's out—the door's free ma ce 
your eſcape. You ſhall hear from me preſently. 

Sir Charles. Why eſcape ! | 

Lettice, You muſt do it—ſo don't delay. I've a ſcheme in 
my head, RES 3 

dir Charles. I obey- but, my dear Lettice, recollect that 
ay happineſs is in your hands. [Exit Sir Charles. 


Lettice, ſola. ö 
Now for a maſter-ſtroke | * is gone. I'll accuſe 


him 
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him to the colonel, and by being the firſt to tell him, what be 
muſt ſoon know, gain his confidence entirely. That done— 
the reſt will follow of courſe. — 


Enter Bronze. 


Bronze. My dear Lettice, I have juſt ppened the matter to 
your lady, % 

Lettice. Then open the door, and follow your lord. All's 
diſcovered—Look, Sir Charles is off 
Bronze. Oh! the devil! how came that about? 
* Lettice. Make your efcape while the paſſage is free, and 
think yourſelf lucky to get off ſo cheaply. | 


Enter Colonel Ambuſh. (Bronze, running out, runs 
againſt the colonel, who is coming in.) 


Col. Ambuſh. Where are you going, captain? Dinner's 
ready. <3 | 

— I'll be with you in an inſtant, [Exit Bronze. 

[As Bronze is going out, Lettice falls back into an arm- chair, 
and pretends to faint. | 
- "Lettice. Ah! Sir! | —_ 
Col. Ambuſh. What's the matter with you! 
Lettice. J can ſcarcely ſpeak |! | 

Col. Ambuſh. What does this mean ? 

; Lettice. Peacock—Sir Charles—the captain—what ſhall 
ſay? | | | | 

Gl Ambuſh. Well, well, the captain— 

Lettice. Is a raſcal. 

Col. Ambuſh. Take care what you ſay, hufſey. 

. Lettice. The captain is Bronze—Sir Charles's man—they 
have bribed Peacock. | 

Cal. Ambuſh. Who told you ſo ? 

Lettice. Sir Charles was conceal'd in one of the cheſts. 

Col. Ambuſh. Why, I ſee but one. _ 

Lettice. As ſoon as Peacock faw that I had found it all out, 
he made Mole take away the cheſt directly. Did not you ob- 
ſerve how the mock-captain hurried off ?---For my part—] 
was deprived of my ſenſes---I was ſo Enraged---I could not 
ſpeak---I am ſo agitated yet, that 

Col. Ambuſh. My dear, dear Lettice, but for you, I ſhould 
have been trick'd for the firſt time in my life! What 2 di- 
grace have you ſaved me from ! In future, I'II place no coni- 
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dence in any one but you. Here, take my purſe, as a light re- 
ward for the ſervice you have rendered me. 
Lettice. Indeed, Sir, you are too good. | 
Cal. Ambuſh. Fidelity, like your's, cannot be too well re- 
warded.---"The devil !---Culyeria and Mole are both out--- 
[ll run to my niece, and ſhut the ſtreet- door. What a happi- 
neſs it is to have ſuch a ſervant as Lettice ! 


[Exit Col. Ambuſp, 


1 Lettice, ſala. | 
This is money moſt loyally gained !---Let women alone for 
preſence of mind !---Yet the colonel is ſo generous, *tis almoſt 
a pity to deceive him.---But why oblige us to have recourſe to 
ſtratagem? Why ſhut us up? Does not he know the 
temptations of forbidden fruit? I feel---I feel the irreſiſtible 
aſcendancy of female genius. 1 [ Exit. 


| END. OF THE FIRST ACT, 


— 


AC Fi: 


SCENE: Sir Charles's Houſe—Peacockfill in the Che/t— 
Mole fitting on it. | 


ET me out, I fay —I'm hoarſe with bawling— 

Let me out, beetle, adder, ſow- worm! 

Mele. (Rifing.) Where can be the joke of a man's car- 
rying a cheſt on his ſhoulder? People ſtared at me, as croſſed 
the ſtreet juſt now, as if I had been the man with the large 
craw, or the governor-general of Bengal. Fa 


Paacoch. 


Enter Bronze, in his own dreſs. 


Bronze. So, my maſter's ſafe ; and now for our laſt ſcheme. 
Peacock. Let me out, I ſay! | 

Bronze. 
Paacack. 


Afide.) Propitious ſtars Peacock in the cheſt! 
t me out | | 
| 3 Bronze 
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Bronze. (Afide) IT muſt banter him before I go—(ln , 
Feign'd wice.)—Who are you, Sir? f 
Peacock. Mrs. Martha? | 
" Bronze. U he ſame, Sir.—Who are you? 
- Peacock. I am—I am—Sir Charles—your friend—Sir 
Charles Daſhwood. | 
Mole. What a plague it is to be deaf! People would rather 
talk to a wooden cheſt than to me. Well, my buſineſs is 
done—T'll be off (Going) | 
Bronze. (Still in a feigned voice.) Why, Mr. Mole, you 
have gbt Sir Charles in the cheſt 1 + | 
Mole. Zoungs! why do you ſqueak ſo ? I cart hear.—Who? 
Bronze. Sir Charles Daſhwood. 
Mole. Sir Charles Daſhwood? I'm glad of it, with al 
my heart. „ 
Bronze. Give me the key to let him out 
Peacock, It is only haſped. HE 
Mole. Key? If I had fifty, I would not !—So, good bye 
to you—T muſt have my joke, though. (Gees to the cheft.) 
Your ſervant, Sir Charles, I wiſh you joy of your new lodg. 
| . *. with I could hear his anſwer. 


eacock. I ſhall go mad! Fool, you are bit - you are bub- 


bled. - | ; 
Mole. Troubled! I can hear that. Yes, I ſuppoſe you are 
a little troubled indeed ! | | | 
Pearock. Open the cheſt ! ANT" > | 
Mole, You don't like the jeſt !—No, I dare ſwear = don't. 
Bronze. Dear Sir, though I can't let you out, I can give 
you comfort. Do you know that fool, Peacock: 
Peacack. (Greans.) 
Bronze. * | is the greateſt, dolt and yet he would fain 
rival a gentleman of merit, -One Mr. Bronze—your valet, 
Sir But we have done for him - and Lettice laughs at him 
and the colonel will cuff him and Mr. Bronze will baſtinad» 
him. WA. 2 n 
Peacock, Wh Mole, Mole, don't you hear all this? 
Bronze. As | live, you are Peacock all this while. 
Peacock, (Graans.)) ob | 
- -Brgpze.: Ah!] coxcomb, idiot, driyeller!? — 
That's right, comfort him—Pll be off, —A $00! 
[night's reſt to you, Sir Charles—your ſervant. 
Bronze. Il make bold to ſee you out ( Looks at his watch.) 
Tis my time of affignation with Lettice. (Aſide.) 
. F ; [Exit Mole and Brine 


Peacuct, 


Ine 
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Peacock. Why, Mole - you fool, Mole !—Do, Mrs. Mar- 
tha! good Mrs. Martha—have ſome compaffion—ſome pity ! 


Enter Martha. | 


Martha. Where can this bawling come from? _ 
Peacock. Good, kind, ſweet, amiable, young woman, have 
ſome pity on me | - Dear, lovely, ſweet creature, feel for me 
Martha. I'm thunderſtruck !—-Gad's my life] fine doing 
—in a cheſt too !—T'll ſee who the minx is, however - and the 
rogue too— Here, Thomas, William !—I'll ſee if I can't open 
it myſelf. * the cheſt, Peacock Jumps out.) 
Martha. hat is it you, Peacock 
Peacock. Ves, it is me—the jdiot—the coxcomb—the dri- 
veller—and Mr. Bronze's rival—and Lettice ſhall laugh at 
him—and the colonel ſhall cuff him—and Mr. Bronze ſhall 
baſtinado him But I'll blow you up, you old Jezebel! ( Runs 
out, Martha follows him exclaiming) Ah! if he eſcapes, he'll 
ruin all — Thomas, 'William—ſhut the door, ſtop him! 

The Scene changes to a garden, with an iron-gate at the 
bottom on each fide are walls, with'eſpaliers, that run 
to the top of them — on the front are two parallel pavi- 
lions beyond them, two ſmall arbours of evergreens. 
There are evergreens planted the whole length of. the ſide 
walls from the arbours to the bottom—they muſt be placed 
at three feet diſtance from the wall. — Before the pavilions , 
are garden-chairs, — T he time is night. 


Bronze. (Deſcending by the eſpaliers, on the left of the au- 
dience.) I ſee no one—ſoftly—ſoftly—iafe landed at laſt—( He 
comes forward.) St. St.—Lettice—ſure this is the hour—Let- 
tice promiſed in her letter, that ſhe would not make me wait— 
We have no time to fpare—a moment might ruin all—Hem ! 
Wette? the devil! I muſt not call. louder, leſt I ſhould be 
heard by others. It has ſtruck eleven by all the clocks—let's 
lee, no miſtake, tis by the right hand pavilion that ſhe ought 
to come. That devil of an uncle ſleeps in the left—Hark — 
] hear footſteps.—l ſee a light. (He goes to the pavilion on his 
right-hand, and loaks through the key-hole.) This is not ſhe— 
No, zounds | there is an army of them I may as well hide 
myſelf behind theſe evergreens. (He hides himſelf behind the 
evergreens on his Jeft.) | _ 

Enter from the right-hand pavilion—Lettice—the Colonel—and 

Culverin, with a light in his hand. (Bronze concealed.) 


/ Lettice, It is but eleven o'clock—ftay a little longer, Sir. 
* £ Col. 


26 THE MIDNIGHT HOUR, 


Col. lui Away l fear nothing !—] ſhall ſleep quiet. 
ly—1'm going to my chamber. 

Lettice. Who knows what may happen [—theſe lovers are 
ſo crafty ! 

Col. Ambuſh. What ſhould I fear ?—My niece is gone to 
bed; I am certain of that—T have her ſafe, I think, for I have 
taken away her cloaths — The door of the chamber is double. 
lock dd, and here is the key. 

"Lattice. Well, I don't know. 2 

Col. Ambuſh. I have' taken ten times the-precaution that is 
mceffiry-—Oud wou'd"think I had a ſtate priſoner Sir Charles 
would laugh, and with too much-reaſon, at my fear, if he knew 
that after all this care I did not dare to go to bed.—1 have been 
for five and twenty years in the habit of going to bed at ten 
o'clock, and perhaps I thall hurt my health. —After all, I am 
pleafed at this adventure—it has let me into-the true character 
of my ſervants. 

Lettice. True, indeed; and thatis a —_ happinefs in n ſuch 
z world as this. 

Cal. Ambuſh. Gaod-night, Lettice. A 

Lettice. Y ou will go, then, Sir? Well, I will — for 
you. I will amuſe myſelf with my Jady's guittar; and, if you 
ſhould not ſleep, you will perceive. "mn little my Zea) for your 
ſervice will ſuffer me to ſleep, 

Col. Ambuſh. I doubt you not, wy Land Lattice. 

Lettice. Sir, here is the key of our pavilion; double lock 
the door, I beg, Sir. | 

Cel. Ambuſh. I tell you, I do not ſuſpect you. 

Lettice, ; 0 that you will, Sir. ; 

e colonel takes the hey, and goes to the pavilion.) 
Tetticꝰ. Good- night, Sir. (She enters, the.celonel locks the 


door Wi her.) Fan 
| Colonel Ambuſh, Culverin, and . concealed. : 
Col. Ambuſh. I burn tofee the morning, that I may pay my 


compliments of condolence to the poor baronet. What mad 


coxcombs are the young fellows of this age? they think that 
nathing can reſiſt 2 Nen d! I am half inclined to wiſh, for 


the joke of the thing, that he: could find ſome expedient to ac- 
compliſh his ſchemes. ' But that is impoflible—that i is r 


lible. 


Culverin. (Gaping.) That is * ſo let us go to bed. 
(7. hey enter the pavilion on the left.) 1 
ronze, 
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Bronze, coming forward. | 4 


What have I heard? Ah, the jade! the hollow-hearted Let- 
tice! Is it to be witneſs to her baſeneſs that ſhe has made me 
come here? Who the devil will truſt a woman after this? 
To keep it up to the laſt, that we might have no reſource left ! 
too, who was fool enough to think the gipſey loved me! Ah! 
if I was not afraid of being heard by the colonel and his own 
ruſty firelock, damme, how I'd ſing out] Iam dumb with rage! 
If 1 cou'd but blow her up at my eaſe, I ſhou'd be eas'd of a 
great load here. (He goes to the door of the pavilion where Lettice 
entered, and ſpeats through the key hole.) You monſter! - you 
crocodile you ſerpent! — you lizard !—Go, thou blackeſt, 
thou moſt wicked, thou moſt—[ hate you, damme ! I deteſt 
you! J abhor you! I—I—(As he finiſhes his ſeliloquy, Lettice 
comes out from the lower window, by removing a large iron bar.) 

, Lettice. Bravo, my ſweet Bronze l ls it to me that this 
pretty harangue is addrefled ? | | 

Bronze. O lord! what do ſee? 25 

Lettice. (Leading him to the front.) If I had time to ſpare, I 
would return your nonſenſical abuſe tenfold; but you {hail loſe 
nothing by the delay, I promiſe you. 5 | 

Bronze. Are you a conjurer ? 

Lettice. Better than that. I ama woman. 

Bronze. Where do you come from ? 

Lettice. From that pavilion. 

Bronze, Not by the door, I'll ſwear. 

Lettice. What a mare's neſt | Come out of a door? Why, 
ſuch a wiſeacre as you might contrive that 

Bronze. Where did you come from, then? | 

Lettice. Doſt thou ſee that bar, blockhead ? This little hand 


| remov'd it. It was too ſtrongly faſtened, in appearance, to give 


any ſuſpicion of my trick. 

Bronze. Charming wench! I no longer wonder at your 
preſſing your maſter to take the key. But have you unbarred 
your lady's window? | 
| Lettice. Alas, no! It has maſter'd me. 

Bronze. We are mighty forward, to be ſure, then. How 
do you propoſe to get her out ? 

Lettice. *Tis done already, you fool | 

Bronze. Let me kiſs you to death, my | 

Lettice. Softly, Sir! your abuſe is not ſo ſoon forgotten | 

Bronze. I was wrong; I repent, Forgive me. 


Lettice. We ſhall ſee. 


— 


ronxe. 
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Bronze. But your maſter has got the key of her chamber. 

Lettice. And here is the lock, blockhead ! If it were not 
for 1 ſake of our plot, I would ſend it the old ſimpleton to play 
with. r * cas 0 e 3 

Bronze. Faith, Lettice, your talents alarm me ! I tremble 
for the time when [ ſhall become your huſband. 

Lettice. The preſent time. is too precious to be loſt in at- 
tending to your wit. My lady waits for me in my chamber; ] 
am to dreſs her in a ſuit of her brother's cloaths, and at the ap- 
pointed time ſhe will ſlip down ſtairs.  —- | 

| | _  { Peacock appears upon the wall.) 

Bronze. That's true, there muſt be a ſignal. | 

Lettice. Numfcull ! Do you think I have forgotten it? 

Peacock. ( Aſide.) Softly ! There is ſomebody here. (H. 

gets down ſoftly, and remains behind the hedge.) 

Lettice. Hey! what did you ſay? 

Bronze. That thou art a moſt extraordinary girl. 

Lettice. While my lady prepares herſelf, go tell your maſter 
to be ready in a quarter of an hour. 

Peacock. C2515 Hah! hah! ä 
Lettice. t him come alone to the end of the garden-wall. 

t him clap his hands, I ſhall hear him; and when I ſee the 
ſavourable moment, I will play the tune, When all did ſleep,” 
on my miſtreſs's guittar, and then let him leap into the garden. 

Peacock, 2 Very pretty! 2 
Tettice. But let him be ſure not to come before I give the 
ſignal, nor miſtake one tune for another; for when the colonel 
hears me touch the guittar, it is not improbable that he may 
come to the window, while I ſuppoſe him aſleep ; in that caſe 
I ſhall wart till he retires. | 
Bronze. Any thing elſe? 158 84 
(Peacock flips behind the evergreens on the oppoſite fade.) 
Lettice. In a quarter of an hour, neither ſooner nor later. 
Bronze. Good | good! (Going. 5 
Lettice. (Calling him back.) Apropos ! As to Peacock? 
Bronze. Poor raſcal ! he is ſtill in limbo. | 
Lettice. Have they given him. a little wholeſome diſcipline? 
Bronze. I dare ſwear they have; he was in excellent hands. 
Lettice. So much the better; he deſerves it richly. Tis 
an incorrigible calf | h * | | 
Bronze. Lord! lord | what an ox we ſhould have made of 
him if he had married you. | | 
Lettice. Methinks he has a rare countenance for one. 
| Bregæe. The thing itſelf. But, as to me, now. | 
. | Lettice. 


ttict. 
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Lettice. Oh! what a difference 3 


Bronze. Oh] you dear rogue |. what: wou'd 1 give, that 


the hang- dog were witneſs to this precious moment] 
Lettice. Go along, you fool I fly to my miſtreſs—be off 
be ſpeedy, correct and ſilent. (She enters 7 the window, 
Bronze places him lf fronting her, but at ſome tance from the 
window, which hinders -Paacock from ſceing how ſhe enters the 
ies.) | "Swat eee 2 32077 
Bronze. IL am off. (Climbing up the wall.) The devil no 
falſe ſtep here. Plague on it, if 6 
it would ſpoil all our ſehemes; it wou'd be what you call foun- 
dering in the mouth of the harbour, a 
Peacock. (Coming from behind the ever-greens.) Fou nder- 
ing in the mouth of the harbour! Ves, you ſhall founder, I 
promiſe pe gentleman; you, and your precious Lettice too. 
—— You pay for your tricks. The wretches | How the 
treat a man of conſequence !—Inſolent vagrants ! I'll teach 
that this fool— fool That's very pretty That this fool 
ws as much as you. —Þ'll awake my maſter—how plad will 


he be to ſee his poor Peacock again !—T dare ſay he has been 


very uneaſy about me Sir] Sir! I ſee a light in his chamber. 


dir ! Sir! Awake l- Murder! * 
Culverin, ¶ Within.) Who's there? 
Peacock. Tis J. 
Culverin. Who—l ? 
Paacock. Les, I. 

Culverin, What, Peacock? 
Peacock, Himſelf, . WOFas l 
Go, cool your heels, we want no ſuch Peacocks 
Peacock, A pretty 


reception this Tue devil take it! never 


let me in 


Peacock, Culverin in his night-cap and flannel waiftcear. 


Culverin, What is it you want? | 


Peacock, Let me entreat you—let me ſupplicate you—to tell | 


the colonel that I've a ſecret of the greateſt importance to com- 
municate to him. | 


Culverin, I'll go and tell him—but be aſſured you'll get 
nothing by it. [Exit Culverin into the pavilion. 
N E 1 . 


was to break my neck now, 


[Exit. 


vas honeſty ſo abuſed |—Good father Culverin—dear dad, do 
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Peacock, ſolus. 8 


How am I rewarded for my fidelity! — Beaten about from 
pillar to poſt !—F riends and enemies—all alike! | 


Col. Ambuſh, in his night-gown, Culverin, and Paget 
Col. Ambuſh. What, you are here, raſcal ! What tale do 


you think to impoſe on me now, hey ? 

Peacock. (On his knees.) Colonel, on my ! 1 entreat 

ur pardon for the error you are in. 

Col. Ambuſh. ' Raſcal —villain,— ſcoundrel-— 

Peacock. Abuſe me, Sir, as much as you pleaſe ; and beat 
me too, if you have the heart to do it - but when your anger is 
paſſed, do, pray Sir, permit me to render you a hgnal ſervice, 

Col. Ambuſh. What ſervice, ſirrah? 

e In a quarter of an hour, your niece will be taken 
off. 

Col. Ambuſh. 1 am not to be caught ſo, 

Peacack, I overheard the plot—Lettice manages the whale, 

Col. Ambuſh, Very like a whale—Do you dare accuſe het— 
accuſe Lettice ? 

Peacack, Oh! ſhe's a pretty one It was ſhe who packed 
me off to Sir Charles Daſhwood Ss 

Cal. Ambuſh, Packed you off? Impudent, lying varlet! 

Peacock, ( Haſtily.) She herſelf. If you did. but know 
how artfully ſhe made me get into the infernal trunk, after 
having let Sir Charles eſcape, and packed me off to his | houſe 
in ſpite of my cries and fruggies—from whence I eſcaped with 
the utmoſt difficulty, " 

Cel. Ambuſh. Well, Sir, arid den | 

. Peacack, And then, Sit, I ran as faſt as my legs — 
carry me. When I came to the door no entrance I went 
round to the garden, and found a ladder reared againſt the wall. 

Col. Ambuſh, A ladder ? 

Peacock. Yes, Sir, a ladder—how could I have got in elſe: 
I climbed 3 up it---I heard ſomebody talking ---]! liſtened, 
and knew Lettice's voice, . 

Cal. Ambuſh. Lettice's! Yes, very likely, when J locked 
her up myſelf in the pavilion! 

- Peacock. That did not _= her from getting out, though. 


Col. Ambuſh. Impoſlible ! 
Pearedd. 
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Peacock. It may be impoſlible, Sir, but it's very true not- 
withſtanding. She was talking with Bronze, Sir Charles's man, 

om who ſonated the captain. In a few minutes, Sir Charles 
| will be here; he is to give a hignal, by clapping his hands, 
— is to anſwer, by playing, I hen all did ſieep, on her 

miſtreſs's guittar. Your niece will come down,. meet Sir 

Charles in the garden; they'll ſcale the walls, and then good- 


do night, you may run after them, if you pleaſe, _ 
BY Col. Ambuſh. The devil! this is worth attending to—if 
reat Lettice has deceived me, ſhe muſt have procured falſe keys. 


Peacock. If you won't believe me, Sir, you had better re- 
turn to your bed, and make your Ne on it to-morrow 
. morning. 
rp Col. S nbufb. I can't anderfiand-it- 

92 . The time draws near; what do you mean to 
do, Sir! 

Col. Ambuſh. I'll take them by furrize,——Culverin? 

Culuerin. Your honour? * 

Col... Ambuſh: Take your carbine. 85 * 

Culverin. Yes, your honour. ( Goes to fetch i it, 

Cil. Ambuſh. Hide yourſelf behind - thoſe evergreens---and 
the moment Sir Charles makes his appearance, ſeize him, ng 
conduct him to his own houſe. 

Peacock, He won't eſcape this time, I'll anſwer for it. 

Cal. Ambuſh, Don't hurt bien, though = that would de « con- 
trary to articles. 

Culverin. Of what uſe is my carbine, then? 

Col. Ambuſh. To frighten him. 

Culverin. Suppoſe he ſhould reſiſt ? 

Gl. Ambuſh. Then I'll ſhew myſelf—I'll go and poſt my- 
lf at the door of the pavilion, to ſeize Lucinda as ſhe' comes 
out, Here, take the key of the N thall return more 
conyeniently than he'll come in. 


Lettice, opening the upper window. Col. Ambuſh, 8 | 
and Culverin. 


Lettice. The moment approaches, and ſhe's s not yet reſt? 
Col. Ambuſh. (Softly, to Peacock and Culverin.) Kl —— 
Huſh l -Hide yourſelves, and don't ſtir. (They hide t elves 
behind the ever-greens, on the fide of the colomel”s Paviton. | 
Lettice. I hear ſomebody. Is is youns.. 7) 
Col. Ambuſh, Yes, it's me. 
Lettice, It's the colonel---how unfortunate! ( Aide.) . 
E 2 Col. 
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Col. Ambuſb. | Aſide.) Pu * her come down, and when 
I once get hold of her---( Aloud.) Lettice, Lettie, Le ſome. 
thing to ſay to you, before I go to bed: 

Lettice. Let me diſmiſs him ſpeedily---Open the door Sir! 
(The colonel opens the dor.) . 

Col. Anbiſb. Jay The deuce ! feeing me has prevent. 
ed her from giving the ſignal.— It is not enough to thwart their 
Chemes, 1 muſt have the pleaſure of laughing at them, by tak. 
i"g them in the fact. goes out of Lucinda' s pavilion. 


Buter Lettice from the pavilion—A guittar in ber band, 


Lettice. What do you. want with me, Sir? (The. colonel 
makes her fit down on one of the garden-chairs, immediately before. 
i” door of the pavilion, and fits. down: by ber.) | 

Col. Ambuſb. Let us ſit down and have a little chat. 

Lettice. ( Aſide.) A good time for e bg truly! 

Cal. Ambiſu- What do you ſay? 

Lettice, I'm all attention, Sir; but if” ou” ve nothing very 

ticular to ſay to me, props let me go to bed—I'm. ſo tired 
Fm half dead with ſleep | 
| Col. Ambuſb. You SUPT” me to ſit up till twelve... 

Lettice. That's true; but I'm afraid of catching cold in the 
rs 

Col. Ambuſb. You N walk i in the garden, notwithſtand. 
ing, after you, bade me good night. 

Lettice. (Afide.) He ſaw me—all's loſt, 

Col. 1 Well * | 

Lettice. What an idea, Sir! 

Cel. - Ambuſh. I ſaw you myſelf; you was talking with 
ſomebody, too, on a very intereſting ſubject, . 
| Tan (Aſide.) He overheard us. (Aloud. ) How could 
that be, when I was locked i in? 

Col. Ambuſh. And there's no ſuch thing, 1 ſuppoſe, : as get= 
: tiny falſe keys, hey? — I ſaw you open and ſhut the door. 

ttice, He knows nothing." (/ide, and pleas d.) 

Cel, Ambuſh. Core, I'm up to it—Give me the keys at 
once. 

Tettice. Keys! | L have. got none: you may ſearch my 
| pockets, if you | 

Tol. nba b. . She bas ge them to Lein-. Pl. 
not quit the door, 

Leitice, 
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'Lettice. Moſt — you was. 


Col. Ambuſh. What have you got in your hand? 
- Lettice. y miſtreſs's guittar. 

Col. J, Play me alittle air. 

Lettice. It's out of tune I can't, 


Col. Ambufh, © Oh! it will do!—play me one tune, and then 
Pll go to bed. 
Lettice. What tune ſhall I play? 
Col. Ambuſh. The firſt that comes in your havd. | 
Lettice. Very well, Sir. (She pl Kira) % Bon Andre,” The 
moment the tune is ; finiſhed, the finals is | 
: Col. Ambuſb. There i is fo amateur wee you in the 
reet. a 
Lettice. (Afie,) It's the ſignal. | 
Col. Ambuſh. Come, you mult be polite enough to oblige 
the gentleman with a ſecond, ſince the firſt has met with his 
approbation. Come, play « While all did 3 
Lettice. (Afide.) He knows all. (Ale K 
Col. Ambuſh. Come, come, play. þ 
Lettice. Ah! Sir—l ſee you — it all. 
Col. Ambuſh. Ah! ab! | 
Lettice, On my knees I entreat your bees | 
Col. Ambuſh, No pardon— play the tune I told you, or ex- 
pet no mercy. Don' t tir, but obey; and if you let a ſingle, 
word eſcape Nat, Se 
Lettice, Sir 
Col. 8 I order Ju to oa and will be obeye 
Lettice, If 1 muſt—1 a plays Whgil 
ſeep. 2” yp 
During the air, Sir Charles appears on the wall, and Lu- 
cinda has one leg out of the window through mad Lettice 
paſſed before. At the end of the Da Capo of the air, Sir 
Charles leaps into the garden, and falls on his hands behind 
the evergreens; at the ſame time, Lucinda comes out of 
the window, and goes directiy to the iron gate at the lo- 
= Peacock and Culverin, deceiv'd by ber dreſs, tate 
her for Sir Charles, and ſeize her in the middle of the 1 
Lattice remains petrified in her ſeat. Lucinda e 


confug'd, filent, and Heling to conceal herſelf. 
Peacock; 


ile all did 


* 2 wa 


TS 
THE MIDNIGHT N 


* 1 have him Ah! ahl —youare BEE at. ul, "Sie! 
Lertice. It's Peacock. That fool has diſcovered all. 


Sir Charles, (On his knees behind the ee. What do 


Jhear! 

Peacock. . You dort w- a word; 3 if you 0 but 2 knight 
inſtead of a baronet, as knights go NOW how I 1. lace 
you! 

. Culverin, Don't ſtir, Sir, © or Preſentin ke ce. 

Sir Charles. Huſh. Not a wh 2555 ) wow). 

Col. Ambuſh. (Merrily:) Good-night, Sir Charles, An- 
other time you may be more lucky.—No- violence, Sir, and 
you ſhall receiye no inſult Go, my good fellows, reconduct 


the gentleman to his houſe ; ſtand centry;at his door till it has 


ſtruck twelve, and then you may return. (They lead Lucinda 
off.) Shut the gate after ene; g pe wy dear neigh- 
Hoſe: 2 night. 


Lettice e ſeatid. The Cole. S; ir G behind th ever- 


ei 0: * $414 Fun. 

Col. All. d With great 1, He ſuffers himſelf to be led 
away without ſaying a word! A fox in the trap! And you, 
Miſtreſs, what ſay you? | 
| Lettice. What would you have me : ſay, Sir? I cheated you; ; 
*twas my vocation : but the devil has let looſe that Peacock to 
overturn, all our projects. 

Col. Ambuſh. Well, 1 mall go and congratulate my niece bn 
the happy iſſue of her enterprize. I ſhall ſurprize her agreeably— 
But let me ſee no ill-humour ; that will avail nothing Had [ 
been taken in, I ſhould have borne my fate like a man of ſpirit. 
Adieu, Mrs. Lettice; you deſerve to be turn'd out of doors 


this inſtant; but you may return to your chamber I have too 


much reſpect for genius, to expoſe you to Wach under the u 
of keaven. 


Lettice and. Sir Charles, 


1 Let him laugh who wins. be while he goes 
up ſtairs, I let my lady out through aur ſecret fally-port ?—Ma- 
Gim—Madaml 
Sir Charles. (At a Titth di * ) I e cel Loticel — 
Tettice. Is it you, Madam? | 88 

Sir Charles. No. Tis. J. 825 
_Lettice.” 'You l- And who did they take >} . 


Sir 


Sir 


THE MIDNIGHT HOUR, - 


Sir Charles. Your miſizels. £ 

Lettice. gc dy ara 1 ſhalt die with joy My miſtreſs! 
( She runs tot door of the pavilion, and cal the calonel. ) Sir, 
Sir, Sir! - 

Jie 3 Hold your'tongue, hold your tongue; ; let me 
eſcape ! 

Lettice. (Holds ing him. ) No, no; he has rallied me, * 1 
muſt rally him in his nir, Sin do come and laugh with us. 


The Colonel. Mole with a light. Lettice, and Sit Charles 
behind her. 


Col. Ambuſh. Zounds ! ſhe is not in bed! 

Lettice. No; nor has ſhe been there. 

Cal. Ambuſh. (Coming up to Lettice, who flips from before Sir 
Charles.) What do I ſee? ata: 4 

Lettice. Sir Charles Daſhwood! 

Col. Ambuſh, And my niece 


Lettice. Is at this gentleman's houſe, conducted thither by 
your orders. 


E nter Peacock and Culverin. 


Peacock. We have left him fafe at home; it has ſtruck 
twelve, and—Zounds! are there two Sir Charles's ? 

Lettice. No; but Peacock is a decided fool. 

Col. Ambuſh. It cannot be her whom they have carried 
away. 


* 


Enter Lucinda and Bronze. 


Lucinda. It is but too true, my dear uncle Well, have 

u loſt? 
ag nd Thank Mr. Peacock for this, Sir. | 

Peacock; Is it my fault? Could I ſuſpect this maſquerading ? 

Lettice. When we turn eaves-droppers, tis prudent to hear 
the whole of a converſation, or we ſhall be liable to commit 
blunders. 

Col. Ambuſh. I do not yet comprehend —— 

Bronze. You will hear it all, Sir... Mr. Peacock, if I have 
plum'd you a little, you perceive what they riſk who embrace a 
bad cauſe.— Give me thy hand, Letticez thou art mine by right 
of conqueſt. 

Lettice. Come, come, Sir; a man of ſpirit ſhould bear his 
misfortunes better. 

| Lucinds, 


——— re ee 


ith iid wad, 


"7 # 


s + S * 


FF ory un Though I have. won, , your will ſal 


| 3 ge Ambuſh. No, no; I have loſt: wiiether by uill 4 

—T eg 
hew, ſhe is your's. 

Er Gerl, Colonel, you make; me thecha eſt of men, - 

Tucinda. How I love you, my dear uncle! acknow. 


ledge at at, that to keep againſt her will is 
a Woman r a fg 


4 „ #4 * a 
OX _ FINIS 
* 


